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This blog still has FAR too little Steve/Bruce material, and | am here to remedy it with this little fic. | hope it 
conveys how far I've come as an author, and that it's still recognizably me but evolved Enjoy, and do leave a 


review if sol 


The first time, they were both completely sloshed. Steve didn't remember how it began, only that there had 
been sloppy kisses, and drunken hands fumbling for anything they could hold on to. It had taken Steve little time 
to relent to the advances, and even less time to come. When he woke the next morning with a splitting 
headache, the taste of bile thick in his throat - the memory of Bruce's flushed face and his low moans was 
still fresh on his mind. Horror filled him then, his stomach dropping as the hangover induced nausea hit full 
force and he rushed to the bathroom to hurl. He'd washed his face with icy water afterwards, stubbornly 
pushed the mental image aside and gone on about his day. He could almost convince himself it was just a 
figment of his imagination, some insane scenario his brain had conjured up due to an unholy mixture of 


sleeplessness, exhaustion and intoxication - the key word being almost 


The second time, he walked in on Bruce by accident. Half an hour after they'd played the last song of the set, 
Steve opened the door to one of the restrooms - only to find Bruce fucking some blonde haired groupie's face. 
She keened, and as the singer's head snapped up in Steve's direction - eyes hazy with lust - Steve felt the 


heat rise until his cheeks were positively burning with pure mortification 


It wasn't that Steve hadnt seen pretty much all of the band in various states of undress, performing all sorts 
of sexual acts - it was that it was Bruce. A split second later, he slammed the door shut and walked away 
from the scene; a confusing blend of irrational rage and hurt flooding his senses. He recogrized it as jealousy 


sooner than he would have liked; but he wasn't jealous of Bruce. He was jealous of the girl who was with him. 


For three days, Steve avoided Bruce like the plague. On the third night, as they slept in their bunks on the tour 
bus - or at least the other guys slept - Steve was tossing and turning, frustrated by restlessness and too 
many thoughts bombarding him all at once. He got up, desperate to the point of breaking as he paced the more 
spacious lounging area. When he finally stopped to rake his hands through his hair; Bruce was lingering in the 
screened doorway with a knowing look. He said nothing, and when Steve attempted to break the awkward silence; 
Bruce was suddenly so close to him they were practically chest to chest. Heart hammering, Steve allowed the 


other man to press his index finger to his lips with a barely audible ‘hush, before he dropped to his knees. 


Whatever Bruce did with his mouth, it worked wonders, and when it was over he simply slipped back into the 
sleeping area without ever addressing what had transpired. Steve was left trembling on wobbly legs, but the 
tension had given way to a less distracting, less frustrating sense of serenity. He felt level headed for the 
first time in months. He stayed in the lounge for what felt like an eternity, but it might just have been 
minutes. Bruce was already asleep again by the time he decided to follow his lead, snoring away in his bunk as 


if he'd been clubbed. 
Two weeks went by. 


Steve might have called them eventless, if not for the fact that Bruce seemed to have eradicated any sense 
of modest space or distance between them. If Steve sat down to have breakfast, Bruce was there; sitting close 
enough for their upper arms to brush, and for their thighs to touch. If Steve was reading, Bruce was there to 
peer over his shoulder in regular intervals; feathery hair brushing the side of Steve's face. At times, the 
singer would prop his stubbled chin against the top of his head. If Steve wanted to rest or take a nap, Bruce 
was there to pester him with endless questions and excited chatter. If he wanted to have a beer at some pub 
he fancied, Bruce would be the first to offer to tag along - and even though he might not even be interested 
in the particular brand of beer Steve was nursing, he'd always steal the pint for a thorough taste. 


At first, Steve was uncomfortable with the sudden shift in Bruce's behaviour towards him. Not because he 
didn't enjoy the attention, but because he enjoyed it a bit too much. That gap was soon bridged, however. 
Eventually, it felt natural when after a late night of bar hopping, Bruce might doze off with his head resting 
against Steve's shoulder. It felt right when the other man gave him a mischievous poke in the side, well aware 


of Steve's ticklishness as he exploited it with a wink and a toothy grin. Steve didn't even mind Bruce stealing his 


side of fries, or nicking his book while he was in the middle of a particularly intense paragraph, or ruffling his 
curls despite the way they would tangle. 


It was all very childish, but surprisingly Steve welcomed it. He had grown too tired of his and Bruce's constant 
bickering and long winded arguments. This was a change of pace he was quickly growing accustomed to, even as 
he began to catch himself peering at Bruce out of the corner of his eye - only for him to notice that Bruce 
was glancing back. 


Had it been any other person - had it been a woman - Steve would have recognized it for what it was. The 
fuzzy feeling would have been given its adequate name; the tingles that ran up his spine as Bruce sat across 
from him by the breakfast table, playfully kicking his foot, would have been filed under the category of ‘overt, 
and not so subtle, flirting: 


But Bruce was touchy-feely, and impish, and Steve viewed him much as a prepubescent teen trapped in a 
grown man's body. Like a small puppy, Bruce was desperate for affection and appreciation. Thus, Steve simply 
deemed it an evolution of a blossoming friendship between them that he'd never thought possible, or even 


plausible. 


Another week, another six nights in a row of shows, drinking, and women. Not that Steve indulged that much, 


but even he had his lapses in judgment. He was a flawed man, after all. 


On Friday night, he snuck into a payphone booth strategically placed just outside the hotel at which the band 
was spending the night. He called Lorraine, with a giddy anticipation that surprised even him. They talked for a 
good hour and a half - Steve had the coins to spare. It was nice to hear her voice, and the ache of missing 
her subsided a bit as his wife filled him in on the events of her life while he was halfway around the world. He 
promised to be home soon, longing for her embrace more than he realized. She had a secret surprise for him, 
one she promised to disclose upon his return As Steve exited the booth, however, the joy was tossed right 


out the window. 


It was well past midnight, yet halfway across the darkened street at the farthest corner of the hotel gates; 
he saw Bruce. Bruce, casting a dubious glance around himself as he clung to what was undeniably the lanky, tall 
form of another man. He giggled, unaware of Steve's presence as he pulled the stranger into the darkness of a 
narrow walkway hidden between the hotel estate itself, and the fancy restaurant flanking it. Steve knew he 


should leave, even as his stomach sank. 
He didn't. 


Instead, he inched a little to the side; snuck a bit closer. Just enough to make out the shapes in the dark. He 
would have seen little more than suggestive motions and shadows, had a taxi cab not conveniently sped past. A 
tiny sliver of the car's headlights spilled into the alley, and while the moment lasted no more than a second - 
it illuminated Bruce kissing the stranger hungrily, one hand down the front of his pants. 


Steve pretended he hadn't seen anything. He ignored how strangely numb his hands felt as he struggled to pull 
out his keys. He passed the lobby, hurried down the winding corridors; rode the elevator to the fourth floor. 
He shut the door behind himself as he found suite No. 509. He shrugged his weathered leather jacket off, and 
took a long hot shower to disperse the aching chill that had settled in his bones. When he finally dropped down 
on the king sized bed, even the window panes lining the junction of walls and ceiling facing the outside world 


were steam covered. He took a deep breath, and exhaled it in a stuttering sigh. 


He knew Bruce was no saint, out of the entire band - perhaps excluding Nicko - he was most likely to sleep 
around. That wasn't the issue. Steve knew Bruce was promiscuous, and that was fine. It was the fact that 


Bruce wasn't merely showing interest in him, but in other men as well. 


There was a lump in his throat, his state of mind stuck in a perpetual suspension between complete apathy 
and emotional overload. Part of him wanted to cry, but he couldn't. He had to deal with this suffocating 
sadness; a sadness that left his hands shaking and his chest cavity equal parts full and hollow. He gnawed at 
the inside of his cheek, tasting copper and iron. He didn't sleep much, and whatever sleep he did get was choppy 


and uneven 


For five days, Steve was back to pretending Bruce didn't exist. He only spoke to him when absolutely necessary, 
and even then, he wouldn't look directly at him. He was growing more furious and agitated by the hour, at one 
point but a hairsbreadth from punching the singer square in the face as he tossed out a particularly stingy 
remark. Steve didn't even remember what Bruce had said, only that it sent his blood boiling. 


Steve didn’t smoke, yet on the fifth night he asked Dave for a cigarette. The request earned him a curiously 
cocked brow, but thankfully no verbalised questions - yet Dave offered him two to spare, as he handed him 
the lighter. Steve gave a tight lipped smile in turn. 


He settled for leaning against the side of the tour bus as he smoked. The first one was gone in under a 
minute, the smoldering butt casually flicked onto the concrete of the parking space. Steve didn't like the taste, 
nor the smell, nor the specific act of smoking. Still, he lit another. He'd already decided that he knew exactly 


what Bruce's deal was. 


Bruce wasn't trying to be friendly, he didn't want them to patch up the rift between them or set their 
differences aside. He wanted to gloat at him, to make a fool out of him. Bruce wanted to seduce him, to 
confuse him until he became a nervous wreck grappling with these new thoughts and feelings he couldn't just 
neatly file under the labels he had made for himself. Bruce wanted to take him down. Bruce wanted to chew 


him up, and spit him out. 
He had succeeded but Steve would never admit that neither to himself nor to Bruce. 


Not even when Steve was half asleep, stirred awake as Bruce strategically crawled into his bunk bed and slid 
the curtain shut behind himself. Steve wanted to be livid and protest, and he wanted to kick Bruce right out 
with a tirade of cuss words to boot. Instead the hardness of Bruce's arousal lined up with his groin, making 


slow rocking motions until it forced a breathy gasp out of him - Bruce's eyes feral and wide blown, their 


unspoken demand irrefutable. Minimal creaking of bed springs, muffled moans, restrained shuffling, and Steve 
bit his lip as he dug his nails into strong shoulder blades. Then there was a cunning hand between their bodies, 
its motions well practiced and slick; skin on skin, their sexes stroked together. Any noise Steve might have 
made as he fell over the edge were swallowed by Bruce's greedy mouth, the stench of sweat and sex all that 
remained in the aftermath while Bruce avoided any direct eye contact and slipped away as if he'd never been 


there to begin with. As if he were but the ghost of Steve's repressed desires. 


Steve rolled over onto his stomach, a sodden weight settling at the pit of his belly as that familiar gnawing 


ache welled up inside. 
There were only four weeks left of the tour. One month, and Steve dreaded it. 


Wednesday, he walked into the showers to have a quick rinse before going back to yet another hotel. He 
couldn't remember the name of it if he tried, they all blurred together. He had no energy to party, no energy 
to socialize, no energy to be fuzzed and clamored over. He wanted to go home, to see Lorraine, to find out 
what the secret she had revealed she was waiting to tell him when they were together again was all about. He 
wanted to hold her, and kiss her, and tell her that he loved her. He wanted her to take the pain away, like only 


she knew how to. 


Instead, he was faced with a naked Bruce already washing himself up. Steve had seen him in the nude 
innumerable times before, but as the other man turned to peer over his shoulder at his unexpected company 
- there was something different about his posture. As if someone had flipped a switch, he went from casually 
showering for necessity to positively languid motions. Lazy, calculated, delberate. Steve didn't move, frozen in 
place as Bruce ran one hand through his long wet hair; tentatively. Testing the waters, tempting Steve to 
react, to appreciate the display. This time, Steve recognized it for what it was - an attempted seduction 


Steve had never considered the male body to be sexually appealing, yet now he was transfixed and he couldn't 
resist the urge to allow his bashful gaze to rove over Bruce's exposed chest. Hard planes, unkempt body hair, 
broad shoulders. His stare dropped lower, a surge of heat between Steve's own legs mirroring what he found 
nestled between Bruce's. Then, with a pang of realization that nearly turned into a visible wince, the hurt 


returned tenfold. 
Bruce didn't want him, he wanted sex. 


Bruce wanted to fuck somebody - anybody - and it might as well be Steve. He just wanted a man, at the 
moment. As soon as the simmering arousal had reared its head, it was vanquished. Steve's face turned cold 
and cruel, and Bruce's wanton half smirk twisted into an expression of quizzical disappointment. He looked much 
like a kicked puppy, and Steve said something Just then, he wasn't sure what exactly, only that it was 


demeaning and to the point. He turned on his heel, and stormed out. 


That night, he tried to indulge in the post show festivities. He tried to take a girl up on her offer to put out, 
and he tried to enjoy it. He kissed her, but it felt wrong, and disingenuous, and dirty - and instead of being 


turned on, he found himself thoroughly disgusted by the very notion. He left her without so much as a vague 


excuse. 


Steve hailed a cab to escape the far too claustrophobic sea of foreign faces following his every move, and he 
called Lorraine again. His only safe haven, he'd hoped she would take all of his worries away with her kind 
words - instead he was consumed by guilt. He couldn't muster keeping the facade up for much more than 
fifteen minutes, after which he feigned a bout of exhaustion which she promptly accepted. He went to his 


room, tried to touch himself with his lovely wife in mind but failed to produce any results. 


Steve remembered then what exactly he had said to Bruce, verbatim. It was unfair, it was nasty, and shallow, 
and low. It was selfish. It was hurtful. Bruce had done nothing wrong, and deep down, Steve knew this 
wasn't really a masterful plan to ensnare and exploit him for the hell of it, concocted by the singer as a 


thrilling pastime activity. 


#f yer lookin' fer sumbody ta shag, there's plenty o' blokes ‘oo'd be ‘appy ta ‘elp - wifout you fuckin’ wif their 'eads 
fer a laf; he'd said. '/ know yer a fuckin’ ‘oore, but this is low enuff even fer you.’ 


Steve rubbed his face with his palms until his eyes burnt and his cheeks felt raw and tender. He'd already 
predicted Bruce would mimic his own unforgiving game of avoidance, but he was still frustrated when his 
prediction came to pass the very next morning. Why did he have to deliver the lines with such contempt, why 


did he have to say anything at alk 


Steve honestly missed the silent ques that had clued him in on Bruce's growing respect and affection for him, 
especially now as the other man made a small show out of positioning himself as far away as possible, 
whatever the scenario. When Steve entered, Bruce would leave the room. If Steve spoke to him, he would 
pretend he hadn't heard. The one time Steve fried to prevent him from leaving by promptly grabbing his arm 


and restraining him, he'd been rewarded with a scalding glare and a harsh shove. 
Steve had only himself to blame. 


Two nights left on the road, and then the flight would finally take him back home to his loyal, doting wife. Steve 
tried to hype himself up; he was excited to see her, he was looking forward to some downtime to work on new 
lyrics and compositions. He was even looking forward to dinner with Lorraine's nagging parents! He was still 
curious about the secret he had been promised, mulling the possibilities over in his head time and again. 


Then he'd catch a glance of Bruce, a flurry of loud chatter and dimpled beaming smiles. He'd admire them from 
a distance, only for Bruce to catch him staring and going about as frigid as an Antarctic midwinter night. 
Subzero was not enough to describe the hostile chill the man radiated. 


Steve was not a man of many words. He could write from the heart to express his innermost feelings. But 
when speaking, he'd find himself hindered to the point of disability by his own shyness. He could speak freely, 
but revealing his deepest emotions took courage he seemed to inherently lack. He went against his own nature 
when he finally caved. 


Twenty hours before take off. He'd go back home to Essex, back home to his wife and the domestic life he 
wasn't quite sure fit him just yet. Twenty six hours, and he'd be kissing her again as she met him at the 
airport. With all this in mind, knowing he was betraying her trust - and his own principles - Steve finally 


caught Bruce alone in the tour bus, as it was parked at a local rest stop. 


The rest of the band with Rod in tow had followed Nicko's suggestion, heading to a nearby McDonald's in 
honour of the good old days. Bruce had been gearing up to tag along with them himself, and Steve halted him 
by simply blocking the doorway - apparently he looked as queasy and nervous as he felt, because Bruce gave 
him the time of day. So, he tried to be honest. He tried to apologize to his best extent. He stuttered, stumbling 
over words until he was a mortified, flustered, rambling mess. Bruce had a nasty temper worthy of the name, 
and Steve expected him to blow a fuse. He expected a tantrum, expected insults and name calling and further 


descension into spiteful madness. 


Instead, Bruce seemed genuinely surprised - maybe even touched Ironically, he seemed to be lost for words as 


he weighed the truths Steve had revealed. 


| wasn't trying to fuck with your head, he finally said. ‘| don't know what | was doing, but that wasn't it. You're 
not just any other shag, Harry.’ 


Steve should be wary, he should be suspicious. He shouldn't buy into the evidently saccharine statement hook, 
line and sinker. But he did It was all he had needed to hear. 


He found himself searching Bruce's face, scouring every miniscule twitch of muscles for signs of deceit. He 
found none. He found only brutal honesty, but trepidation prevented him from making a move. He hung his head 
in defeat, admitting for what might well be the first time in his adult life that he had been in the wrong. 

| dunno wot | want. I'm sorry." 

Steve meant that in earnest. 


‘Its alright. Does anybody ever, really?" 


Bruce's tone was a half chuckle, and when Steve glanced up at him through his bangs; there was that 


mischievous smirk he had so missed, back in full force. 
"It shouldn't be this... ‘ard. 


Steve's mouth felt dry, and he swallowed audibly when Bruce seemed to inch closer with a feline grace. The 
hairs at the back of his neck rose, and he shuddered as Bruce's hand slid up the full length of his arm; along 
his shoulder, encompassing his nape as strong fingers slid into his mane. The palm was warm, and all too 


familiar. 


Heart pounding in his chest, as if desperate to break out of his ribcage - like a trapped bird wildly fluttering 


its wings - Steve allowed Bruce to lean in further. 


"As you'd put it, it is what it is. That said l'm quite sure I've got a clue what you want. Just the finest bit of 


a hunch." 
Steve nodded, in a silent manner of affirmation - as close to admitting it aloud as he would ever get. 


Bruce chuckled again, a throaty sound with just the right amount of husky undertones. Steve knew it was 
coming, but he still wasn't prepared when Bruce closed the distance between them with a tentative, precarious 
kiss. Neither was he prepared for his own ferocity as he responded; taking even Bruce aback - albeit not for 


long. 


Steve felt himself drowning in the intensity of the kiss, as waves of desire, relief, guilt, happiness and 
possessiveness crashed over him. It brought that first night at the beginning of the tour back to his mind, 
suddenly much less jumbled and broken in its vivacity. All he knew was that there was a warm hand between 
his legs, and an even warmer mouth devouring his own, and he suddenly found himself wishing he 


had more time. 


